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doubt there is any. cx This isn't complete, | will work on the other chapters! 
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‘He's at it again‘, Jon thought to himself, the loud thumping noise of Richie's bed colliding with the wall of the 
hotel room. A long, heavy sigh emitted from Jon's lips, his eyes staying put on the book he was reading. He 

wasn't the biggest fan of reading, but he'd do anything to distract the subtle pang in his chest, from hearing 
the constant noise coming from his love's room. He knew though that it wouldn't be long before his turn, his 


turn to be the one being controlled. 


Eventually, he flung his book to one side, managing to read four more lines before the sounds began to get 
louder; and louder. She was being just as loud, too. Groupies always put on a good show, especially for Richie. 


They thought it was a turn on, to scream as if they were in pain; as if they were almost dying. Jon found it 


all too much, hence why he stopped sleeping around with groupies. A hook up with a random person at a local 


bar, he could manage. But, groupies were just too much, too fake, for the singers liking. 


Jon pulled on the t-shirt from that day, running a hand through his matted hair before standing up, stretching 
out as he hadn't moved for a good hour before this. All of a sudden, the thumping stopped, yet it was followed 
by Richie's soft moan; bellowing through the hotel room next door. 


"Gross," Jon mumbled to himself, shaking his head before opening the door to his hotel room, popping his head 
out to look around The hallway was quiet, except for the odd muffled sound of someone's TV coming through, 
but that was all torn apart as soon as Richie's door opened. A tall, slim blonde stumbled out of the room, her 


top not even on properly as she turned to face Richie; who was obviously waiting at the door. 
"Is that it? A shag, nothing else?" 


"What else did you want? A complimentary gift?" He sneered, rolling his eyes before throwing the girls bag out 
of the hotel room, slamming the door shut before the blonde could get a say. Her eyes met Jon's and headed 


towards him, anger clear in her pale green eyes. 


"You need to control your band members, who does he think he is? I'm human, too. l'm not just some fuck 


toy!" 


"Control my band members? Control your substance abuse, princess. You're nothing more than a good fuck, I'm 
afraid," Jon replied, a slight smirk appearing on his lips as he rolled his eyes, making his way past the obviously 
drunk girl. "You're nothing special, I'm afraid. That's what Richie does, he buys you a few drinks, gets you high, 
fucks you, and then kicks you out." 


And with that, he knocked on Richie's hotel room door, waiting patiently as his eyes still laid on the blonde. She 
glared at him for a few seconds before wobbling down the hallway, her heels giving way every second step she 
took. He was snapped out of his trance as Richie opened his door up, looking up at the brunette and smiling 


softly. 
"Have fun, ey?" He teased, carefully nudging Richie with his elbow, watching as he just simply rolled his eyes. 


"Come in, but don't you dare mention her again" He grumbled lowly, opening the door up even wider for Jon to 


come in, welcoming him. 


The singer made his way into the other males room, smiling warmly before sitting down on the edge of the 
queen-sized bed, chewing gently on his lip. "You were very loud, y'know. Could even feel the thumping of the 
bed-" 


"What did | just say?" Richie interrupted, playfully glaring over at Jon before shrugging, closing the door before 
locking it. "She wasn't that good, in all honesty. | was going along with it, just so she wouldn't have a freakout.' 


"Sure, that's why you moaned to the high heavens when you-" 


"Acting, a beautiful, beautiful thing." He chuckled lowly, a deep smirk appearing on his face as he carefully sat 


down beside his best friend, loosely wrapping an arm around his shoulders. "Why? Someone a little bit jealous.?" 
"Course not, why on earth would | be jealous?" 


Richie continued to smirk, which only irritated Jon He wanted to wipe the smug look off his face, but last time 
things got frisky between the both of them, Jon landed himself with a bruised jaw, and Richie ended up with a 
black eye. Of course, the fight wasn't planned, it just happened. When the both of them drink wine, red wine, to 
be specific; it never ends well. But the morning after was always calm, they'd share their apologies, cuddle a 
little, and get on with whatever needed doing. 


"Don't be salty, Jonny. You know you're my favourite~" Richie purred softly into Jon's ear, nipping at it ever so 
slightly before pressing gentle kisses down the side of his neck. "She was nothing compared to you, she forced 
her own orgasm, I'm pretty sure." 


"| didn't need to know that, Rich. Please keep shit like that between you and her," Jon laughed, tilting his head to 
the side to allow more access for Richie. His heart sped up rapidly, licking his lips as he carefully moved to 


straddle Richie's lap, wrapping his arms around the guitarist's neck. "| want you." 

"And | want you," Richie whispered against the nape of Jon's neck, nipping at the warm flesh, to tease him a 
little. A soft groan escaped past Jon's parted lips, squirming a little in the other males lap as he was already 
growing impatient. 


"Please, Richie, | want you so bad-" 


As if on cue, a loud knock echoed through the room, a frustrated, tired groan escaping from both the males 


mouths. 

"Who is knocking at this time? Its almost two in the fucking morning!" 

"| don't know, baby,” Richie replied, putting Jon back down on the bed before standing up, pulling his shirt down 
to cover up the very obvious erection that was tenting his leather jeans. "I'll go answer, it might be 
important." 


"What? Really? Its been almost two weeks since we last did anything, l'm aching for some us time!" 


"Patience, my dear." Richie chuckled, poking his tongue out at Jon before standing in front of the door, resting 
his hand on the door handle. "I'll be back, | promise. Just be patient, I'll make sure it's worth the wait." 


Lies, Lies, Lies 
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Richie eventually returned back after what felt like hours, his smile had disappeared though, and he looked a 
tiny bit under the weather. Jon raised an eyebrow, beginning to grow concerned as Richie kept the same facial 


expression, even when looking at his lover; who was sprawled out on the satin sheets of the bed 


"What's happened?" Jon questioned, keeping an eyebrow raised as Richie shook his head, his brown waves of 


hair bouncing ever so slightly with the movement. 


Richie began to chew lightly on his lip, his eyes slowly diverting back to the floor as he closed the door behind 
him. "Its nothing, Jonny. I'm just tired, I'll be alright in the morning.’ 


"But what about tonight.? You promised me-" 


"lll make it up to you, | promise." Richie sighed deeply, forcing a faint smile before making his way over to the 
bed, carefully laying down. 


Jon's ex-wife had turned up at the hotel lobby, sobbing her heart out to Tico about how sorry she was for 
ruining her's and Jon's marriage. An affair was what sent the marriage into a spiral of hatred and losing trust, 
all because Dorothea couldn't cope with Jon being away so much. Even though he was allowed to sleep with 
groupies, and of course Richie, she vowed that she wouldn't lay hands on another man, or woman But she 
broke that rule, and he was only angered because she promised. It didn't make much sense in the end, and Jon 
slowly began to forgive her for her mistakes, slowly warming up to her presence again, until she left him for 


the man she had sinned with. 


Richie couldn't tell Jon that she was here though, he couldn't. He knew full well that Jon would drop Richie if he 
saw her, and he didn't want that at all. 


"What is it, Richie? Who was at the door?" 
He acted fast and thought of the first thing that came to his head. 
"Tico. Uh, his mother has become very sick lately. He just wanted a shoulder to cry on, y'know? | just feel bad 


for him, it must be hard." Richie lied, the feeling of guilt building up in the pit of his stomach not even seconds 
after speaking. 


Jon frowned deeply, moving to gently snuggle up into Richie as he laid his head on his chest, listening to the 
sound of his heart. 


"Im so sorry, love. I'll go talk to him in the morning, maybe we should postpone the tour? He should be with 
his mother." 


"N-No, no! Tico doesn't wanna see his mom. They've. Fallen out” 
"Fallen out? Over what?" 


The guilt built up in his stomach, his eyes darting around the room quickly as he thought of another answer; 


another lie. 
"He wants money from her, and she wouldn't give him any. Silly, right? Now, let's drop this, its upsetting." 


Jon raised an eyebrow and looked up at Richie, opening his mouth to speak to only shut it again. He was 
confused, and wanted more answers, but also didn't want to push Richie anymore. 


"Oh, okay." 


And with that, Jon sighed softly and buried his face further into Richie's chest, yawning softly. In not time at 
all, the blond was asleep, keeping an arm gently draped over his lovers middle. As for Richie, he stayed up all 


night, dreading the next morning with a passion. 


Early the next morning, Richie awoke to the sound of the radio next to his bed, the muffled sounds of a 
newsreporters voice echoing through the room. He rolled over onto his side, slowly opening his eyes and 
frowning a little as Jon was nowhere to be seen. Confused, and partly hungover, the guitarist sat up, 
stretching out as he groaned quietly. After showering and getting dressed for the day, Richie made his way 
out of the hotel room, only making it halfway down the stairs before laying his eyes on both Jon and Tico; 
talking to each other. 


"Listen, I'm so sorry to hear about your mom, man," Jon said softly, empathy clear in his voice. "We're here if 


you need us, we all love you." 


Richie's heart sank to the bottom of his stomach, the guilt returning as he stood stil; waiting for Tico's 


reaction. 


"I'm sorry, what?" 


